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do they profit the possessor? "No one
knows anything nowadays," said an eminent
man to me the other day; " it is not worth
while! The .most learned man is the man
who knows best where to find things/'
There still appears, in works of fiction,
with pathetic persistence, a belief that learn-
ing still lingers at Oxford and Cambridge;
those marvellous Dons, who appear in the
pages of novels, men who read folios all the
morning and drink port all the evening,
where are they in reality? Not at Cam-
bridge, certainly. I would travel many
miles, I would travel to Oxford, if I thought
I could find such an adorable figure. But
the Don is now a brisk and efficient man of
business, a paterfamilias with provision to
make for his family. He has no time for
folios and no inclination for port. Exami-
nation papers in the morning, and a glass of
lemonade at dinner, are the notes of his
leisure days. The belief in uncommercial
knowledge has indeed died out of England.
Eton, as Mr. Birrell said, can hardly be
described as a place of education; and to
what extent can Oxford and Cambridge be
described as places of literary research ? A
learned man is apt to be considered a bore,